RUPTURE

fixed on the new ceiling, Simon thought how personally degrading and
injurious this liaison was,, and how it interfered with his efficiency as a
Minister.

"Either no one, or a companion/3 he thought; "but not this, not her,
not this sort of woman. And perhaps she still thinks that one day I'll
marry her. We no longer love each other- at any rate I don't love her
any more. We're trapped in our dead love like two accomplices in
crime. One of us must make up his mind to give the other away."

He no longer desired her. He still felt disgusted when he thought of
all the hands that had fondled her body before his time.

"I've had enough of her." No, he no longer desired her, and an
instinct of self-preservation was aroused in him. Since he had used his
influence to get Sylvaine into the leading state-supported theatre, she
had become ridiculously grand. Simon guessed at the financial diffi-
culties behind this outsize apartment and knew that, sooner or later,
he would end by having to shoulder the responsibility, as he always did,
for Sylvaine's debts.

"A moment comes when one must cut one's losses, because whatever
one may do one can no longer win them back. I've wagered enough on
Sylvaine and lost enough."

It occurred to him that he had not so many years left in which to
enjoy life to the full, and that he must use his strength for his own
happiness.

He imagined someone young beside him, someone just -discovering
life, whom he would be able to fashion to his liking, someone with a
fresh, new body. And this someone took on the features of Marie-Ange.

Sylvaine had fallen silent at last. She put out her hand and switched
off the light. Simon immediately switched it on again and put on his
spectacles.

"Well, have you finished, are you feeling better?" he asked.

"You needn't take advantage of the fact that I can't be angry with
you for long."

"Good," Simon went on, "because I'm going away."

And he got out of bed.

"Going? You might have said so earlier. What's the matter with
you?"

" I'm going. Don't you understand the French language? I'm going,"
Simon repeated. "It's over. I suppose you can lend me a suitcase to
pack my things in? I'll send my chauffeur back with it tomorrow."

Sylvaine sat up in bed.

Her nightdress was slipping from her shoulders.

"Simon, don't be a fool/' she said, "and don't play that silly game
with me; it doesn't frighten me in the least. If you think I'm going to
go on my knees to ask you to stay . .."

"Certainly not!" he replied.
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